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Vitality
Poonam Kaushal

He plays in the sun-sparkled sandbox each day,
building small mounds of a castle along where his shovel and pail lay.
With his mother watching fondly as the child giggles with pleasure,
She looks at her son with ardor not made to measure.
He plays in the sun without concern or care,
His mother leisurely watches not realizing an unseen danger lurks somewhere.
A sudden splash of something lands on his arm,
He looks at it curiously without feeling a need to be alarmed.
From its globular being, it drips and oozes without letting go of its hold,
The child wonders what is of such a thing that is not so easy to mold.
With great resistance, small drops evade the elastic splotch,
Landing swiftly onto his delicate calf, he continues to watch.
He doesn’t feel any different but suddenly becomes fatigued and lazy
The oozing moving slowly down his arm starts to make him feel queasy.
As he searches for a sign of meaning, his color starts to wane,
He turns toward his mother who covers her face as she sobs in pain.
The splotch that moved slowly to his hand causes him a new sensation of discomfort,
He gently rests his head on his hand using the remaining energy he had to exert.
He tugs and pulls and feels a little stuck,
And after finally pulling free, he finds, sticking to the oozing splotch, a hair tuft.
The sun is not bright, the clouds have it covered,
A dark dismal gloom ensues making him wonder where he has faltered.
The boy cries and sobs,
Thinking all that was good has left, leaving nothing more than this blob.
Just as abruptly as this blob came, while the boy shed almost all his tears,
He suddenly felt his hand covered by another of younger years.
Smaller eyes looked up at him curiously, filled with light
He looked at them with wonder, forgetting momentarily about his plight.
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Smiling happily, she held up his shovel and pail
And as his eyes gazed over the baby he saw a tuft of hair no longer there.
Confused and bewildered he sat and saw,
that the despair and gloom that burdened was replaced by the light from her eyes filled with awe.
It was not his mother’s worry or oncologist’s medicine that gave him strength,
but a younger child reminding him that his own vitality will help him go the length.
World Cancer Day is on February 4th, 2010.
A tribute to all of the children with cancer, and to those with cancer who help other children
newly diagnosed with cancer each day.
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